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talee up thesword
By LARRY RODERER
The kingship over man
Loves hotly its vessel
Of constrained will;
Stronger reign may yield
To marshalled righteousness,
But will the man?

Separate vice and virtue
And teach me—
Is politeness there?
Some goodness of man
Mocks at cursoriness
In dire anger;
Ire born in virtue
Scoffing the devil
Lacks a tolerant spirit.
Patience, politeness—passed
Rant and rave on
Impassioned soul
:
:
—take up the sword.
. . . Another won another

Without settlement
Or even content.
The other: ruled
Without ruling
Gave sweetly
And in giving
Began to take,
Taking me.

Stubbornness did not relent,
But her pride went
Forth and died.
As love strains all,
Armor.of youth
And undue passion,
Leave again politeness,
Least you may;
It is make-believe.
Spare a young heart

By rule of the thirst
Of her Paolo;
Thrust wisely and release
Any semblance to love
From her countenance
;
Sleep stolen sweet
;
Silently, softly sleep,
So steeled
—take up the sword.
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the
butcher
By R. ANTONICK

I stopped the car under the garish
lights of the diner and hurried around
to the entrance through the mud and
rain. I opened the door and wind billowed out my coat and caused the men
huddled around the counter to glance
warningly at me. Closing the door apologetically, I found an empty stool and
ordered coffee.
“Traveling far?’ asked the trucker
next to me.
“All day. Heading for Brennansburg,”
I answered.
The man unwrinkled a battered pack
of cigarettes and offered them to me.
I accepted and he added methodically,
“Well, you’ve only got four or five

more miles to go. Good thing, too; it’s
a lousy night for traveling.”
“Umf, bad day,’ I agreed and my
coffee arrived. It singed my tongue when
I tested it and I placed the cup back
on the counter and juggled my cigarette.
Someone dropped a nickel into the jukebox and a guitar began vibrating. I
tested the coffee again, found it scorching, and looked around the diner. The
diner door opened and a blast of wet
wind gushed around my feet. A boy
with sad, gray eyes shuffled in and sat
himself dejectedly in a booth. Almost
automatically, the cook filled a cup with
cocoa and carried it over to the sombre
boy. The boy stared at it, watching the
steam curl upwards.
I retrieved my seat. ‘‘What’s wrong
with that boy?” I asked the trucker.
“You’d think he’d be with a gang of
fellows. Maybe he’s anti-social?”
The trucker gave me a cold look and
turned his coffee cup slowly, watching
the cup edges slip around the brew. “No,”
he answered, “‘not really. See, there was
this doctor over in Brennansburg, where

you're heading. Name of Preston.”
The cook and the rest of the men
snatched at the name. “That Preston,”
the cook snorted, “came here right out
of school figuring he had the medical
business by the tail. Thought he knew
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everything ... all the latest techniques

and advances. Stuff like that.”
I ground out the cigarette and lit another. “What’s all this got to do with
that boy in the booth?”
The jukebox guitar struck a final
frenzied chord and a silence gripped
the diner. The group closed tighter and
the trucker leaned forward, rested his
elbows on the counter, and began speaking quietly, his voice blending with the
murmuring of the rain ... and he told
BBUOEy es
Peter Ronalds slammed open the twin
glass doors and half ran, half slid across
the terrazo floor of the waiting room.
The nurse on duty watched his frantic
flight between the couches and the
magazine tables with an amused curve
to her mouth. Peter cleared the furniture
successfully, stumbled, and stopped awkwardly at the desk. The nurse finished
an entrance report, carefully replaced
the pen in its holder, and folded her

hands on the desk. “Yes?”
Peter swallowed, smoothed his jacket
nervously, and said, “My wife...”
The nurse suppressed a smile and
maintained her most official appearance.
“Name, please.”
“Uh, Peter Ronalds. I mean, that’s
my name. My wife’s name is Janey, er,
Mrs. Peter Ronalds.”’
“Oh, yes.” The nurse unfolded an impressive portfolio. “Your wife was admitted an hour ago.”
“I know. They called me at work.”
Peter spread his hands on the desk and
pushed his lean face towards the nurse.
“She’s okay, isn’t she?”
“Certainly.” The nurse smiled inward-

ly and thought of the time-worn adage
of never losing a husband yet.
“May I see her? I mean,” Peter pulled
on his lip, “is it all right if I go up?”
“Tl have to ask the doctor. She may

“Uh, Preston. Dr. Preston is taking
care of this.’”’ Peter licked his lips and
began ransacking his pockets. He located
his cigarettes and fumbled for a match.
By the time he had lit the cigarette, he
had burned his fingernail and used three
matches. The nurse was speaking incoherencies into the box. She finished
and buzz-click complained the intercom.
She turned and look at Peter. “The doctor says it will be all right if you go
up now. She’s in room 315.”
“Thank you,’ wheezed Peter. He
shoved his cigarette into the white sand
of a columnar ashtray and dashed off to
the elevators.
The elevator ride up impressed Peter
as being the most tedious, longest journey he had ever taken. It stopped at
the second floor; a couple departed and
a nun got on. The operator peered out
to see if there were more. Peter wiped
his brow. The doors shooshed shut, hidden mechanisms whirred, and the elevator moved again. Peter ran his palms
over his trousers, chewed his lip, and
painstakingly scrutinized the indicator
as the 2 flicked off and the 3 blinked
on. The doors opened and Peter bounded
out.
He paused, glancing at the door numbers to see how they ran, and sprinted
off to the left. He hurried down the
hall, located 315, and rapped on the
door. The door opened and Dr. Preston’s
black eyes filled the void.
“Come in, Mr. Ronalds,” the good
doctor permitted.
Peter brushed past. Janey was hidden
behind a translucent screen. Preston
buttonholed Peter. “Just a few minutes,
you understand. We’re already preparing
for the battle at hand.” He chuckled at
his witticism.
“So soon?” Peter gulped. Then, “Okay,

just a few minutes.” He choked and
broke away from the doctor. He rounded

be in labor now.” The nurse clicked the

the screen and Janey was there, a nurse

intercom and glanced at Peter. “Who is
your family doctor, sir?”

dabbing at her forehead with a moist
cloth.
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“Peter?” Janey was awfully pale with-

Preston beheld Janey’s wet, quivering
body. “You’ve given her the drugs?”
The nurse answered in the affirmative.
Preston began sterilizing his hands.
“Prepare her for a_ spinal injection,
then.”
The nurse’s eyes opened in surprise.
“Spinal injection, sir?”

out her powder and lipstick. Pale and
very beautiful. Radiantly beautiful,
thought Peter.
“Yes, Janey, I’m here.’ He pressed
her hand and went down on one knee
to be closer. It was almost the same
pose he had used when he had proposed
to her and the similarity struck him.
“Sweet Jesus,” he wondered, “can this
be happening already?”
Janey laughed softly and looked at
her husband with warm, maternal eyes.
“You should know, Mr. Ronalds.”
Peter grinned slightly. ‘““Yeah, I guess
so.” Janey smiled back and he was suddenly at a loss for words. He stammered
and finally came up with, “Uh, is it
going to be a boy?”
“T hope not. I couldn’t stand a duplicate of you.” She touched Peter’s face
and ran her fingers over his blunt nose.
Peter stooped and kissed her forehead.
Janey shut her eyes, winced, and bit her
lip. Peter drew back, shocked. Janey
winced again and this time moaned
softly. Peter glanced fearfully at the
nurse and received a knowing nod. ‘“‘He’s
terribly strong, Peter,’ Janey whispered.
Preston tapped Peter on the shoulder.
“You’d better be going now, Ronalds.”
Peter grunted and squeezed Janey’s
hand. “I’ll be waiting, angel,” he said
and kissed her fingers.
Tears were joining the perspiration
and Janey blinked as Peter stood and
gently released her hand. “I love you,
Janey,’’ he breathed.
Janey smiled fitfully. Preston turned
Peter and aimed him for the door. Peter
walked to the waiting room numbly.
He found a chair and sat dismally.
Moving an ashtray closer to him, he
began the customary smoking. He fin-

Preston spat. “You do know what a
spinal injection is, don’t you?”
The nurse pulled herself erect. “Yes,
doctor,” and turned away.
“There’s no sense in sweating these
things out,’”’ Preston reflected.
They rolled Janey on her side and
drew her knees up. Preston strode over,
immaculate in his pale green tunic. He
bent over Janey and spoke, “We’re going
to give you a spinal injection, Mrs.
Ronalds. It will relieve your lower quarters and ease the delivery.”
Tears trickled over the bridge of
Janey’s nose. “Is it necessary, doctor?”
Her words were little more than a sigh
and Preston had to strain to hear them.
“Not entirely necessary, no,” Preston
answered impatiently, ‘“‘but it will ease
things considerably.”
He balanced the hypodermic for a
second in his hand and rammed the
needle home. Janey whimpered hushedly.
Preston withdrew the needle, handed it
to an attendant, and stepped back. The
nurses fell to the routine of childbirth.
Janey’s eyes snapped open wide, convulsively. Her hand groped at her face
and a wild spasm wrenched her body.
“Doctor, I... can’t see!” The hand
dropped softly to the table and Preston
stared unbelievingly. His teeth rattled
and he swayed, cursed, and shouted,
“Quick! . . . quick, save the child!”
It was a boy. A nurse with a com-

ished his first cigarette and doubled up

plexion the shade of oatmeal told Peter.

in anguish, his knuckles grinding into
his eye sockets. Sweet Jesus, please help
her. I love her so damned much. Please,
Christ, help her. He leaned back and

For a full minute, he stood there, his
mouth hanging open and his cigarette
burning his fingers. The he whirled and

gazed at the plaster ceiling.

“Yes, dammit, a spinal injection!”

lashed out with his fist, smashing it into

(Continued on Page 18)

innovations
By GENE SCHILL

In 1930 a tall, awkward kid of 18 was
graduated from Bell High School in Los
Angeles, California. Financially unable
to attend college, the kid decided to put
his musical talent to use and start his
own band.
To his way of thinking, the music of
the day was too drab and colorless. He
wanted to create a new sound—a new,
exciting type of music—one that people
could dance to, listen to, and swing to.
The job of organizing a band was not
an easy one. There were many times
when the kid was ready to quit. But
his desire to go on was stronger. And
go on he did—until 1941, when he had
succeeded in weeding out all the misfits—and finally putting his band on
stage in the Rendezvous Ballroom in
Balboa, California.
The original engagement was set for
one week, but public acceptance of his
new musical ideas was so immediate and
overwhelming that the band played for
four months!
In that period, the kid, who was now
29, established himself in the musical
world as the newest bright star on the
horizon of the “big band”’ scene.
Word of him spread like wildfire all
over Southern California and it wasn’t
long before the conflagration had spread
to the East Coast.
Of course, everyone who listened didn’t
agree with the solidity of this new
leader’s ideas, but he was now on his
way, and he knew he had the musical
world with its ear to the ground.

His popularity took a swing upward
in 1946 when all important polls named
his band the top “big band” in the
nation.
But, no matter how good you are, you
must take time to rest. The young band
leader failed to do this, and one night
in April, 1947, he suffered a nervous
breakdown and was forced to disband
his group for a few months to rest.
In September of the same year he was
back on the band stand at Balboa fronting the band he called “Presentations in
Progressive Jazz.”
During the following year the band
enjoyed greater success than ever.
It was during this time the leader
decided to forsake the ballrooms in favor
of the concert stage, a medium which
he felt would display his musical ideas
to better advantage.
Therefore, in 1950 the ‘“kid’s’” third
venture into modern music began.
It started at a time when the music
business was otherwise at its lowest ebb.
The new organization took form in
February and utilized a 16-piece string
section, woodwinds, and French horns.

The orchestra totaled 40 and bore the
name, “Innovations in Modern Music.”
(Continued on Page 21)

By NICK KAMIN
Allow me to introduce myself. I am
about to be one of the two most hated
students on the campus. The second one
is going to be Griz Kevin, the man with
the perpetual five o’clock shadow. By
tomorrow morning, the news will be out
and Garnet University will be in arms
against us. But, of course, we don’t plan
to be around tomorrow.
As you know, every year at the end
of the academic season, Garnet U. has
a tremendous dance, complete with King
and Queen. And, every year, the campus
clubs nominate their choices and, every
year, the man sponsored by the Homestate Patriots wins the crown. The reason is simple. The Homestate Patriots
have more members, more money, and
more pull than any other club. The
monopoly of the crown struck Griz and
me as being unamerican and we decided
to do something about it. Our first step
was to unite the Downunder Rebels and
the Yankee Gangsters, figuring the combined strengths of the two clubs could
compete with the Patriots. This worked
out well and the two clubs chose lovable
Ed Boronski, that great football and
lakacia player, as their sole candidate.
Everybody liked Boronski and those who
didn’t never mentioned it, so we felt
quite secure.
Then, those sneaky Homestate Patriots
pulled a fast one. Instead of nominating
some guy who was fairly well-liked by
the students, they picked snobbish Martin Martin III. Nobody loses any love
over Martin Martin, but we knew that
we were sunk. We couldn’t possibly win.
This may seem paradoxical, but bear in
mind that Martin Martin III carried a
three point nine seven average and the
Dean regarded him with proud eyes.

The Dean considered Martin Martin as
the greatest thing since chlorophyll and
if the Dean liked anyone, then everybody else was expected to like him too
and our boy Boronski didn’t stand a

fabulous
fiasco
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chance. We called an emergency meeting of the Rebel-Gangster Alliance.
Said I, “We are in trouble, men.”
Everyone nodded in sorrowful agreement. After some time, the Rebel president spoke.

“Leave us fully comprehend the situation. Martin Martin III is held in esteem
by the Dean. We must, therefore, raise
our man Boronski in the Dean’s esteem.

How?”
Little Moe gained the floor. “I have,”
he began, shocking us all, “an ingenious
method for cribbing on tests.”
“Heaven forbid,” someone gasped and
we flocked around Moe to examine a
wild batch of wires and tubes he held.
“This is a miniature transmitting and
receiving set,” Moe said. “We will simply
fit Boronski with this and then, when
he gets stuck on a question, he will radio
us the question and we will radio back
to him the answer.”
Griz shrugged and said, “Leave us remember that the election is but a week
off and no matter how Boronski does

in that short time, he can’t possibly
match Martin Martin’s grades.”
“Then, we’re licked,’”’ morosely chanted
the gathering.
“Not so. I have an idea,” encouraged

Griz. “Rather than raising Boronski up
to Martin Martin’s standards, why don’t
we lower Martin to Boronski’s stan-

dards?”
And that led to our downfall. The plan
we concocted was simple. We would get
Martin Martin so inebriated that the
Dean would quickly lose his respect for
him. With Martin Martin out of the
way, Boronski was sure to win, he being
the only remaining candidate. To lure
Martin’s body guards away was a problem that required some thought, but we
decided that a few luscious co-eds would
do the trick. We would invite everybody

to a fabulous party and then, while the
girls entertained the body guards, we
would introduce Martin Martin to the

art of social drinking.

So we pooled our money, nearly
bought out Sam’s Bar, persuaded some
lower class students to let us use their
apartment for the evening, and sent out
the invitations. For the record, we invited Martin Martin III and his body
guards (who were inseparable), the student council (they had vast experience
in party-making), and the Dean and his
secretary (we wanted to make sure that
the fall of Martin Martin was properly

witnessed). We also invited a bevy of
luscious co-eds.
The party started coldly. No co-eds.

Everybody sat numbly, drinking their
beers (with the exception of Martin
Martin who drank only Coke, thank
you), and stared at each other.
“How can we get the strong arm boys
away from Martin without girls?” worried the Gangster president.
“Don’t fret,’”’ I soothed, “Griz is out
scouring the streets for gals now.”
The party moved sluggishly. Boronski
glared at Martin Martin. Martin’s body
guards glared at Boronski. The student
council drained a case and started on
the second. The Dean somberly peered
from the corner while Miss Schoederly,
his secretary, doodled ‘shorthand on a
card table top. When everybody was
about ready to leave, in slammed Griz
with a half dozen females purring over
him. They weren’t exactly ivy-leaguers,
but they were lively, which is what we
needed. Martin Martin’s body guards
forsook duty and promptly curled up the
rug. The party, at last, had built up
steam and we, at last, were ready to act.
I strode casually to Martin and invited, “Ole bean, how about coming out
to the kitchen for a private toast?”

“That’s sporty,” he answered innocently and followed me out.
“Well,” said I when we were securely
locked in the kitchen, “here’s to the

better man,” and lifted my glass.
Martin lifted his Coke.
“Good heaven, man!” cried Griz with
(Continued on Page 21)

By JAMES HOWARD
A thick blanket of stillness lay over
the shadowed fieldhouse. Even the
mournful cooing of two doves high in
the rafters seemed to be muffled and
remote. Up in one corner of the empty
bleachers a rapid scuttling heralded the
escape of a scavening rat, as he ran for
his hole.
Down below, the cause of his headlong flight stood by the scuffed waxiness of the basketball court. His dark
gray topcoat seemed to blend in with
the shadows that permeated every corner of the building. Oblivious to both the
scuttling of the rat and the desolate
cooing of the two doves, the man stared
at the polished hardwood with dark,
brooding eyes.
At length, as if tired of staring at
the reflected shadows before him, he
looked up at the naked, empty stands
that surrounded him. Then John Matthews, head basketball coach at Remington University, began to think.

How could everything be so much
different frou that night? It was so
quiet now, almosi as if the fieldhouse
had become a tomb. It hadn’t been so
quiet that night, that night so long ago.
How long ago was it? It seemed an
eternity, but no, no, actually it had
only been two days. Two long, agonizing
days since it had happened.
Sighing, John walked over to the
silent rows of steel chairs that still
stood facing the far basket. A damp
towel, left behind when the excitement
started, still lay sprawled over the back
of one of them. Picking it up, John sat
down and returned to his sorrowful
reverie.

It had all started back in September.

CORELeeSa

ABes
sat

I knew the reason why the athletic committee had asked me to come before
them that autumn afternoon. But the
knowledge didn’t do me much good. The
hostile stares of the committee members
cut through me like ice as I stood before them, waiting for someone to speak.
James Danton, the chairman of the
committee was the first to speak.
“Mr. Matthews, it has come to our
attention that your contract as our head
basketball coach is up for renewal at
the end of this year. Now, we know
that you have been here for close to 15
years. We also remember the glory that
you have brought to the name of Remington. But I’m afraid that in the last
few years, you’ve begun to lose the
esteem that you once held. Therefore,
we have come under considerable pressure to find a new man for your position.
We just thought that it would be only
fair to warn you of the situation, so
that you could make some new plans

for afterward.”
Although I had been expecting it, the
voicing of the idea seemed to hit with
the force of a piledriver. Why, coaching was the only thing I knew. No one
would take a new coach when he had
reached the age I was. I had to try
to change their minds.
“But Mr. Danton, it’s not my fault
that we haven’t had winning teams here
at Remington the last few years. We
just haven’t had the material fora first(Continued on Page 22)

a winning
season

puppy love
By ROGER BARTSCHE
The first time I saw Harvey Lutz he
was stepping out of Lt. Beeley’s car. At
that time Lt. Beeley was our Battery
Commander. Seems as though he had
picked up Harvey on the road hitchhiking. From what Harvey told me later,
the Lieutenant asked him where he was
going and told him that he’d take him
all the way. Harvey didn’t know that
Beeley was the B. C. and that their
destinations were the same. Beeley had
been a good listener and Harvey did
some talking. I don’t know what their
conversation was about, but as Harvey
was grabbing his bags and getting out
of the car, I could swear there was a
red fluorescent glow on Beeley’s face.
Harvey said “Thanks a lot,” just like
that, and walked towards the orderly
room.
Not only did Harvey start off on the
wrong foot but he stayed there. He was
always on the top of the proverbial S
list. He wasn’t malicious; he just naturally goofed. Everything he ever did was
wrong. From the very first day he
stepped out of the car, the name, Harvey
Lutz, and dirty details were one and the
same. To make the situation worse, the
men started to ride him. Meek little
Harvey took it like a champ and seldom
complained. That was Harvey’s nature,
and the guys began to realize it and
stopped giving him a hard time.
A year and a half had gone by and
a change had taken place in Harvey that
I never had seen in any man.
“Look at Lutz,” I said to Marty Mac,
a good natured Irishman from Scranton.
“Now what?” he came back.
“What do you mean, Marty?”

“T’m looking. Now what?” he asked
with a serious look on his face.
“Remember when he first came in,
how small he was?”
“Ya?” he answered questioningly.
“Look at him now,” I said pointing.
“He has grownalittle, hasn’t he?”
he said smiling.
“A little!” I over-exclaimed. “From
five feet six inches to six feet one inch
and you sayalittle!”
“So he’s grown,” he shrugged. ‘‘Let’s
go in and eat.”
“He doesn’t even know how strong
he is,” I explained. ‘“‘He’s a human Lambert.”
“‘Who’s Lambert?” Mac asked.
“The lion who grew up with sheep,”
explained.
“Let’s eat, Parodi,’ Mac repeated.
“He’s not skinny either,” I said. ‘“He’s
built like a bull. He sure has grown.
Now if .. .” As I turned around I saw
Mac’s back disappear behind the Mess
Hall door. I smiled and followed him.
As I entered I noticed that Art Grady
was succeeding in cindering some steaks.
“How do you want it, Meatball?” Art
asked.
“Medium with a little meat on the
bone,” I came back. ‘And none of your
lip,’’ I finished.
“You’re a regular Joe Lorry, Jr.,
aren’t you? If I didn’t think I'd kill
VioFGe
“You’d what, you bean bandit,” I
broke in none too friendly. “One of
these days somebody’s going to call
your bluff and pat you in the chops
with a nine double E combat boot. And
that just happens to be my size.” I
forked a steak off the grill and left

Grady standing there with his chest
supporting his chin.
I continued down the line, selecting
choice tidbits from the excellent cuisine

Art and his associates had tenderly prepared for our glutinous appetites, then
picked up a cup of coffee and headed
for Mac’s table.
“Phil, don’t fool with Grady. He’s not
worth it,’”” Mac advised me.
“Don’t worry, Mac,” I replied. “He
won’t fight. He’s a coward.”
“You’re right,’ Mac went on. “But
the cowards are the one’s you got to
watch.”
While Mac was talking, Harvey walked
in. Art began giving him a hard time,
and Harve took it. Art took a burnt
piece of meat off the grill and gave it
to him. Harve looked at the steak and
then at Art.
“Move on, boy, that’s more than you’re
worth,” Grady said indicating the steak.
Harvey didn’t say a word. He looked
like a hurt dog. That’s the way it always
was and probably always will be. The
Arts were belittling and taking advantage of the Harveys, and the Harveys
were always taking it.
“Where’s the justice in it, Mac?”
“Now what are you talking about?”
he asked through a mouth full of
potatoes.

“Forget it,” I said shaking my head.
Harvey finished collecting his meager
meal and came over to our table.
“You guys want more coffee?’ he
asked as he set down his tray.
“No, thanks,’ answered Mac, and I
shook my head.
“It’s no trouble. I’ll get a pitcher,”
Harvey said over his shoulder as he
moved away.
“You’re right again,’ Mac began. “He
is getting bigger. If he grows any more,
he’ll rip the back out of his shirt.”
I looked at Mac and laughed. Mac

just smiled.
Harvey returned and filled all three
cups before he sat down.
“Now for some good chow,” he
grinned.
I looked at the piece of charcoal in
his tray and then at Art Grady at the

grill.
“Phil, you want to play Cassino between my shifts tonight?’’ Harve asked.
“How many times have you beat
Parodi?” Mac wanted to know.

“Sometimes I win,”’ Harve replied. “T’ll
beat him tonight.”
“Sure you will,’ I laughed.
“T get off the gate at 10 p.m. Phil,”
Harve told me. “T’ll get a deck when
I’m through here.”
“See you at 10,” I said getting up.
Harvey nodded his cabbage-filled face
and waved his hand. Mac shook Harvey’s
head playfully and followed me out the
door.
“How old is Lutz, Phil?’ Mac asked
as he caught up to me.
“He’s 18.”
Nothing more was said between Mac
and me until we reached the barracks.
It was just a few yards to the barracks
but in those few yards a lot of confused
thoughts of the Army, thoughts of
home, of my girl, of Harve and Art, and
of me filled my mind. Thoughts were
the only things that kept us going at
times. I guess God knew what He was
doing when He gave man a mind to
think.
“Boy that sack looks good,” I stated.
“T think I’li just lay down for an hour

or so.”
“You want I should tuck you in or
something?’’ Mac asked teasingly.
“Ya,” I said. “You can kiss me goodnight, too.”
‘T’ll kiss you with the back of me
hand,” he jokingly threatened. “See you
later. I gotta shave.’”’ Mac walked out
and I fell back on my bunk and closed

my eyes.
Two strong hands grabbed me by the
shoulders. I opened my eyes and saw a
huge blur. I shook my head and the blur
materialized into one Harve Lutz. I
looked at him as though for the first
time.
‘“What’s wrong, Phil?’”’ Harve asked.
“Aren’t you going to play?”
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“T thought you weren’t going to come

until 10,” I replied groggily.
“Tt is,” he replied.
“Tt is what?” I inquired.
“Ten o’clock,” he answered.
“Can’t be!’ I announced rather
startled. “I just laid down for a second.”
“Gee, I wouldn’t lie to you, Phil,” he
said, and I knew I’d just hurt his feelings.
“Well where’s the cards?’ I asked

pretending meanness.
We started to play and as usual Harvey was losing. It never was a question
of me winning as much as it was Harvey
losing. If I came out ahead, there was
no real victory. As a matter for the
records I felt like a heel always taking
Harve’s money, but I’d never play cards
for fun. So that I wouldn’t feel too bad,
I told myself that he was learning a
valuable lesson, and lessons in cards
came high.
“Phil, I met a girl last week,” he said,
meaning to go on.
“Good for you,” I broke in.
“Please don’t make fun of me, Phil,”
he pleaded. “‘She’s the first girl I even
took out and I like her.”
I could see that Harvey wanted to
talk about the girl, so I obliged him.
“Tell me about her,” I probed.
“Aw, she’s a real nice girl; you’d like
her, Phil.”’” He went on, “She lives in
Herndon with her folks, across from the
school, very nice looking, too. I think
she likes me, too. We went to the movie
last night and then we stopped for a
coke. That probably sounds silly to you.

Let’s play cards.”
“Why should it sound silly?” I mused.
“What’s silly about a guy and gal on a
date? It’s as natural as anything.”
“You know what I mean, Phil. When
you take a girl out you...”
“Look, Harve,” I broke in again.
“Don’t go by what I do. You think that

in with a wild crowd, and what I learned
then wasn’t any good. I didn’t know it
then but I know it now. I’m far from
being an angel, Harve. If you like this
girl of yours, don’t follow my examples.
Go to the show and have your cokes.
Keep your relationship on the up and
up and she'll like you.
“Ya, but I was even afraid to kiss
her good night,” he said. “I wanted
to, but I was afraid.”
“You know,” I said, laying down my
cards. “The last time I was home, I
took a girl out four times and never

kissed her.”
“You?” Harve looked astonished.
“Ya! me, the great lover,’ I laughed.
“What’s your girl’s name?” I continued
trying to draw him back into conversation.
“Aw, she’s not really my girl. Her
name’ is Cathy, Cathy Cornbell,” he
blushed.
“You’re right. She is a nice girl. If
it’s the same girl I’m thinking of,” I
lied. I really didn’t know her from Eve.
While we were still talking, Art Grady
walked in and caught a drift of the conversation.
“Talking of girls, you should have
seen and been out with the one I had
tonight,” he interrupted. “She had everything but will power. Didn’t cost me a
cent either, Harve. She bought the beer
and we parked.”
He was probably telling the truth,
but he was just doing it to impress
Harvey. Art kept on with his story
and I could feel myself turning red with
anger. I was just getting ready to lay
one along side his head when...
“Think the rain’ll hurt the rhubarb,
Phil?” It was Mac. He heard what was
going on and thought he’d better say
something.
Needless to say his timing was per-

a movie and a coke is small-time com-

fect. I didn’t forget my anger. I just
let it ride.

pared to me, don’t you? I’m going to
level with ya. I grew up too fast, got

“What happened then, Art?” Harvey
(Continued on Page 13)

brother
paul’s
By THERESE E. GEIS

It’s impossible to attend classes at
the University for more than a day
without hearing “Brother Paul’s place”
mentioned at least once. Yet, if you
were to ask any of the students to explain this ‘Brother Paul’s place” to you,
the resulting vague answer, accompanied
perhaps by a shrug, would leave you
with the impression that “Brother Paul’s
place” is nothing more than a nondescript lunch counter, differing from hundreds of similarly nondescript lunch
counters only because it happens to be
located on the campus of a university.
Don’t be deceived by the student who
has given you this impression for, more
likely than not, he is one of the most
faithful frequenters of “Brother Paul’s
place’.
Once inside the door, you are overwhelmed by the noise. From a battered
radio fitted neatly between cans of soup
on a shelf behind the counter, a thinly
wailing voice proclaims to ignoring ears
that “he has the whole worl’ in his
hands’, providing a monotonous underscore of sound for the clank and click
of thick china, spoons and forks, the
wheezing grumble of the dishwasher,
the quick crash-cling! of the cash register, with the whole pattern of sound
colored through by the chatter and
laughter of mobs of students.
They fill the small room to the doors,
these students—of all ages, all classes,
forming a criss-crossed pattern of personalities. Food here is secondary; it
merely provides an excuse for coming.
The thick cups of steaming coffee and
hot chocolate, the cold lemonades and
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cokes, are rallying points for miniature
mass meetings, endless arguments, absorbing conversations or just “letting

off steam”. The students sit in crowds
in red plastic-and-chrome chairs about
the gray-topped tables; the wide sills

of the huge windows are heaped and
running over with their books. They
stand in clusters along the marbletopped counters, absently consuming hot
dogs and ham sandwiches, their minds
obviously everywhere but on food.
Yet the feeling of freedom is here,
too. The noise is a good sound for all
that its waves literally shake the walls.
Here the student may say what he
pleases with none to gainsay him, for

although he may be out-shouted rather
than out-maneuvered in a hot argument,
he is at perfect liberty to out-shout his
shouting opponent if he so _ chooses.
Opinions are aired; moot questions are
debated; world affairs, policies of the

University, and last Saturday’s dance
are discussed with the fierce intensity
that is uniquely collegiate. The faculty
member brave enough to risk a trip
through the hordes of clamoring students for the sake of nourishment steps
softly here, for he knows that in Brother
Paul’s the student reigns supreme.
Even Brother Paul himself reflects

this feeling that his domain actually
belongs to the students he serves, for
he moves angularly about behind his

counter

without

a

word,

dispensing

coffee and change with the resigned air

of a man up against forces bigger than
himself.

It’s a good place to be, especially on

before you. And if you desire a boon
companion, just wait—it’s impossible to
sit in Brother Paul’s place for longer
than a few minutes without being joined
by at least one friend—or two or six.
This is Brother Paul’s place—so thoroughly a part of the students who make
up the University that the very highways and byways of the school cross
here. Long may it live—as long as the
University! And, at that, Brother Paul’s
place may even outlive it.

PUPPY LOVE
(Continued from Page 11)
asked.
Art finished the story of his carefully
planned seduction and then sat back

and smiled. A smile I would have loved
to smear all over his dirty face.
“Grady,” I began, “Herndon really can
use you.”
“You know it, too,” he laughed.
“No, not for what you mean, lover,”
I spat out, putting much contempt in
my voice as I knew how. “They need
more sewers, and you fit the bill.”
“You’re just jealous, Parodi.”
Mac was behind me now and he

jerked my belt. Again I subsided.
“What’s her name?” Harve inquired.
Art smiled again and said, ‘Harvey
boy, you wouldn’t want me to give away
trade secrets.”
“Well, all right,” he interrupted. “Seeing it’s you, and because I like you so
much I'll tell you. Maybe you can have
a little fun, too. Her name is Cathy

rainy fall and winter days, when the

Cornbell.”’

air is redolent with the smell of hot

A dead silence filled the barracks. Art
Grady continued to smile. I heard an
animal-like growl but started to move

coffee, the mixer whirrs companionably,
the tall windows are glazed with steam
and the noise and laughter flows over
and around you, warmly and protect-

ingly. If you’d rather be left alone,
perhap to brood over the state of the
world in general or your own grades in

particular, just open a book on the table

too slow. Harvey’s first punch caught
Grady in the mouth. By all physical

laws he should have fallen. The second
blow sounded as thought it crushed his
chest. Grady still stood. The third blow
(Continued on Page 27)

By FILOMENA VACCHIANO
The Drinking Songs of the
Chesterbelloc Period
“But who shall write us a riding song
Or a hunting song or a drinking song?”
G. K. Chesterton,
“A Song Against Songs”
Songs of any sort are the best of indications of the national spirit of a country and consequently the safest guide
to national history. This is especially
true of English drinking songs wherein
are to be found all the good humor and
pugacity of the race.
Drinking songs have always held their
own in English literature. In the eighteenth century alone, when “bottlecompanions” were issued by the dozen,
the songs written would fill a library
and they are, for the most part, of inferior quality.
Songs of a lesser quantity, but of a
decidedly better quality, were written in
the Chesterbelloc period of literature by
the two authors for whom it is named,
Chesterton and Belloc. The name “Chesterbelloc’’ was the brainchild of George
Bernard Shaw, who viewed the talents
of Gilbert Keith Chesterton (1874-1936)
and Hilaire Belloc (1870-1953) as being
so alike so as to actually be one ‘‘monster’ with two heads rather than two
separate beings. The mythical monster
was born in 1900, when the two men
were introduced by Lucian Oldershaw, a
mutual friend, and discovered that they
saw eye-to-eye on most subjects.
Theodore Maynard writes that a
genuine drinking song is one that pays
more heed to malt than to meter. There
should be no shamefacedness or defense
in it. The only thing to be uttered is a

paean of praise for a material blessing
joyfully accepted.

The drinking songs of the Chesterbelloc period go beyond this requirement; they fulfill it and improve upon
it. They are songs because they were

written to be sung; they are drinking
songs because they celebrate the joy of
drinking; they go beyond the set standard because of the philosophy woven
into the measures.
What led these two men to write such
boisterous, rollicking lyrics in praise of
liquor in a time when the world was
overwhelmed in war wine makes an
interesting story.
Hilaire Belloc’s part of the story
really began in the days when he was
attending Balliol College, Oxford, having
won a history scholarship there after
serving a year in the French field artillery. He had inherited from his
French father the traditional French
love of the vine, and at Oxford this seed
took root and grew. His room became
a center of noise, loud laughter, troops
of friends, and song. A cheap brand of
port, termed the “throwing port” was
even kept on hand especially for the
friends to throw about the room when
they congregated for their discussions
and debates on various subjects. And
of course there was drinking port, too.
Some who remembered later said that,
had records been kept, they would have
shown that Belloc accounted for a
larger quantity of wine and ale than
any other man who ever made drinking
a fine art at Balliol.
Also attending Balliol at this time was
Maurice Baring, later a novelist and a
member of the British Foreign Office.
He and Belloc became the best of friends,
and they wrote many drinking songs
which, in later life, they not only remembered, but heartily sang. E. V. Lucas,
a contemporary of Chesterton and Belloc,

remembered such an occasion. He writes
that one day he was at lunch in the
Cafe Royal in London. He recalls that
Chesterton, Baring, and Belloc also were
there. His special reason for remembering this particular meal was that Belloc,
who was a great singer, sang all the
way through it, and he sang verses that
he and Baring had written at Oxford.
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Friendships begun on a basis such as
the one on which the Belloc-Baring
friendship was founded cannot but last
at least a lifetime; and a tendency that

has its root in such convivial surroundings cannot be easily forgotten.
Chesterton, for his part, did not have
such a boisterous beginning to launch
him on his career. He did have, however, an English and Scotch ancestry
that went back to the days of the meadhalls and endowed him with a taste for

ale. In addition,

he

genuinely loved

liquor as a gift from God through which
man can find pleasurable moments and
the companionship of friends. His appreciation found its way into verse because that was the type of man G. K. C.
was. It was the most natural thing in
the world for him to burst into songs
of praise to share his joy with others.
W. R. Titterton, a biographer of Chesterton, writes that if he was with friends

the eternity he craved for had already

ton’s own word for this. Titterton recounts an incident that took place in
the office of the London Daily News.
Mr. Edward Cadbury, a staunch prohibitionist editor, was introduced to G. K. C.
The following is the report of the meeting:
“Mr. Cadbury: ‘I do so like to read
your articles, Mr. Chesterton. Tell me,
what is your inspiration? And where
do you write them?’
“G. K. C.: ‘I write them on beer, Mr.
Cadbury. And I write them in the little
pubs of Fleet Street.’
“These were hard things for a teetotaler propieter to hear.”
But both Belloc and Chesterton were
born Crusaders and were ready to
espouse any great cause, lost or otherwise, and, no matter how they enjoyed
good drink, would not have written
verses simply to tell men how they en-

joyed their drink. It was a prohibitionist

begun. They sat and caroled in glad

world, and they were determined to free
it. In their opinion it was not drink

communion, conscious of the good liquor

that was important, it was freedom to

in the glass or tankard and uproariously
conscious of each other and knowing
that it was good to be together. And
he adds, ‘‘That was his utmost debauch.
To blazes with the lying image of him
as an intemperate man! Why he was
never intemperate even in debate, when
at the same time he was most hot and
most happy. The truth is he went to
the tavern as he went to church—for
spiritual refreshment. And he went to
church far more often.”
In addition to the background of the
two poets, there were other factors that
contributed to the writing of the songs.
Both Chesterton and Belloc wrote out
of genuine appreciation of ale, wine, and
other liquors. With them it was no sham,

enjoy your drink. A man, Chesterton
said, should be free to drink, not because drink is a good thing, but because
freedom is a good thing.
Their songs are also meant to teach
men the right way to drink. Drink was
essentially good, but man, by overdoing
it, had made it evil. G. K. C. says of
drinks other than wine,
“As for all the windy waters,
They were rained like tempests down
When good drink had been dishonoured
By the tipplers of the town;
When red wine had brought red ruin
And the death-dance of our times,
Heaven sent us Soda Water

nor did they write simply to be in revolt

to teach gaiety and lightheartedness to

against something and therefore fashionable. Good Christian liquor not only influenced Chesterton to praise it in verse,
but also was the inspiration and fuel
for his other writings. We have Chester-

a generation that took itself too seriously. Socialism, Bolshevism, agnosticism all lost their importance in the
wake of hearty laughter.
Finally, they demanded a return to

As a torment for our crimes.”
While they were about it, they meant

af
Merrie England of old.
“Chesterton and Belloc .. . in ballad
rhythms and in other kinds of swinging
verse expressed hearty love for England,
her institutions, her countryside, her
past. The cheerful beery quality of
Chesterton
and the not dissimilar
(though more satiric) flavor of Belloc’s
patriotism indicate tradition. . . . Two
figures could be seen sitting with foaming tankards of beer on a rustic bench
outside an English country tavern...
with their minds wistfully turned back
to the Middle Ages.”
Of all the characteristics of the Chesterbellocian drinking songs, the most

admirable and the most remarkable is
that the two men did not sink to the
level of drunks; they raised drinks to
their own high level. Maurice Evans says
of Chesterton’s songs that they raised
the cult of the English inn almost to
the dignity of a religion.
An interesting aspect is that Chesterton, being an Englishman, should by all
rights prefer malt beverages exclusively;
however, he surprises the reader by
championing win in several of his verses,
among them
“Feast on wine or fast on water
And your honour shall stand sure,
God Almighty’s son and daughter
He the valiant, she the pure;
If an angel out of heaven
Brings you other things to drink,
Thank him for his kind attentions,
Go and pour them down the sink.”
On the other hand it would seem
that Belloc would champion only the
products of the vine, being a Frenchman by birth. Contrarily he shows his
broadmindedness and tolerance in verses
such as
“So thank the Lord for the temporal
sword,
And for howling heretics, too,
And for all the good things that our
Christendom brings—
But especially barley brew.”

and

“You'll find me drinking beer in DeadMan’s Chine.
I put my pleasure in a pint of ale.”
The different qualities and interests
of the two poets come through in their
poems. Chesterton’s interest in history
is apparent in such rhymes as his ‘‘Wine
and Water’ which sheds new light on
the old story of Noah.
“Old Noah he had an ostrich farm and
fowls on the largest scale,
He ate his egg with a ladle in an eggcup big as a pail,
And the soup he took was Elephant
Soup and the fish he took was
Whale,
But they all were small to the cellar
he took when he set out to said...”
In other verses he calls on St. George
of England; the rolling English drunkard, who was around even before “the
Roman came to Rye’; and others to
back him in what he says.
One of his most delightful songs is
“The Logical Vegetarian”. In it one can
see G. K.’s special ability of reconstructing the logic of vegetarianism. He
makes it impossible for one to be a
vegetarian and a teetotaler at one and

the same time.
Belloc’s verses, like Chesterton’s, are
very few but tell much. His “Drinking
Dirge” is excellent; to read it is to feel
the breathtaking spray of the sea
against the face. He loved the sea and
was a great traveler. And, of course,
the basic element in all the poems was
their Catholicity.
Belloc especially deserves praise for
his joyous and uplifting songs. It was
not hard for Chesterton to write of good
drink, good friends, and good times, for
G. K. loved humanity, and how could
humanity help but love him. But Belloc
knew great sorrow and had an inmate
bitterness, and he rose above them. A
lesser man would have written of drink
as an opiate, and of the misery and
melancholy of the bottle, and, what is
worse, he would have drunk in the same
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way he wrote. Not Belloc.
Because his life was tinged with sorrow and he knew bitterness, his satirical
verses show a marked difference from
Chesterton’s. Chesterton embarrasses his
victims with uproarious laughter. His
mirth is unrestrained; there is no malice
or hatred in it. Belloc’s laughter is more
frequently hard and controlled—the kind
that comes from deep-seated scorn and
high contempt, and it was salted at times
with unmistakable hatred. Frank Swinnerton put it well when he said, “In the
monstrous animal cojured up by Shaw’s
conception of the Chesterbelloc, Belloc
had the teeth and claws, while the warm
and jovial heart belonged to Chesterton.”
With regard to this difference, R. L.
Megroz notes that Belloc is capable of
superior, if less subtle, cut-and-thrust
satirical sarcasm than Chesterton.
Belloc’s drinking songs are perhaps a
bit superior to Chesterton’s in out-andout joyousness. Renee Haynes writes
that he has “probably added a new type

to the popular concept of a Catholic in
this country (England), placing beside
a sinister, silent, intriguing, rather uncanny indoor figure that of a burly man
singing, shouting, arguing, and drinking beer in the open air.”
Their Catholicism is always noted. It
is the basic philosophy underlying all
the verses. Speaking of Chesterton,
Titterton says, “He preached Catholi-

Bromo-Seltzer instead of wine on the
table before them.’ He also comments
that God and not the devil presides
over the festive board where Catholics
sit.
Thus, it is apparent that all the extravagances, all the roaring bar-parlour
chorouses, Maynard says, are firmly

rooted in a philosophy. Belloc himself
says much the same thing, “The song
that I am proposing to sing is of a good
loud roaring sort, but none the less it
deals with the ultimate things.”
Some critics of the Chesterbelloc have
said that perhaps, when the works of
the two men are reviewed by some
future generation detached from their
creed, then the style will be given the
appreciation it deserves. This is folly.
Though the style of the authors is
exhilarating, the creed is even more so.
The belief built the style. Chesterton
and Belloc deserve to rank high in English letters, but it is their spirit, not
their sentence structure that will place
them there. There is, however, much to
be said about their sentence structure;
and when it is said thre will still be a
good deal yet unsaid. Let it suffice for
the present to say of Belloc, ‘There are
certain things that no man has ever
done better. His drinking songs are
among these.”
What words can ever express the
greatness of Chesterton’s heart and
mind? If England ever had an immortal

cism . . . and beer.”
“The Protestant might drink beer,”
Maynard continues, “fortunately most
Protestants do—but it is impossible to
imagine a Protestant writing a religious
drinking song. The very fine anthology
recently compiled by Mr. Cameron
Rogers and published under the title
Full and By may serve to illustrate the
point. . . . The songs are for the most
part about the ferocious fire in the head
of the morning after instead of the
genial glow in the heart of the night
before. The singers have sung with

THE BUTCHER
(Continued from Page 4)
a wall. Bits of plaster blinding him, he
flattened against the wall and sank to
the floor, his shoulders heaving and his
sobs echoing down the corridor.

The hospital wept with Peter. A hundred accusing eyes watched Preston as
he retreated to his house. They gave
Peter a sedative which helped. That evening, he left and lost himself among the
bars. He drank very little, only sitting
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in dim corners, blankly counting patrons.
When the bar closed, he returned to the
apartment, loaded his .22 caliber target
pistol, and drove out of town.
Preston’s house was located just outside the city limits, almost hidden behind maple trees, the tan stucco dimly
visible through the leaves in the moon
light. Peter parked a block away, shoved
the gun under his belt, and walked
solidly to the rear of the house. He had
been there before with Janey and knew
as much as he needed to know of the
house. Preston’s quarters were in the
front, his reception room and office to
the side, and his examining room and
laboratory in the back.
Peter stepped over the hedge, wrapped
his fist in his handkerchief, and shattered the window. He scrambled up,
tearing his jacket in the process, and
dropped to the floor. The house was
deathly quiet, the laboratory smelling
of its chemicals and tinctures. He waited
and lit a cigarette. Steps sounded on a
staircase. The laboratory door flew open,
the casing framing Preston in a rectangle of yellow light. He scrutinized the
room and saw the red coal of Peter’s
cigarette suspended in the air.
“Who’s there?” Preston demanded.
“Please do enter, doctor,” invited
Peter. Preston reached for the wall
switch. ‘No, doctor! Don’t turn on that
light.”
Preston cocked his head, trying to see
his intruder. The light from the opened
door faintly outlined the tables and
flasks and tubes. He moved into the
room, training his eyes on the glowing
cigarette. ‘Who are you?” he again demanded. He stepped around the table
and squinted at the glow.
Peter dropped the cigarette. It bounced
on the floor and rolled across the linoleum smouldering. “You should know me,

doctor. You killed my wife this afternoon.”
Preston
Ronalds ?”

halted

abruptly.

“Mr.

O Lord, Thou know’st my finite
helplessness—
That I would reach to Thee but
am held back

By this black gulf of my humanity,
This depthless gap
That I must leap
If I would find Thee in eternity.

O Lord, be kind, and grant that
I may span
The gap dividing Thy Divinity
From my humanity with my own faith,
And strengthen this
Frail bridge of mine
That I, in confidence, may run to Thee.

By THERESE E. GEIS
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“Yes ... Mr. Ronalds.”’ Peter reached
under his jacket and weighed the pistol
in his hand. The faint light glittered
on the barrel and Preston peered at it
hypnotically.
“What’s that?’ His eyes were tiny
black pinpoints.
“It’s a gun, doctor,” Peter replied
evenly. “I’m going to kill you.”
“Fool!” Preston condemned and
leaped. He plowed into Peter, driving
him against the wall. Peter yanked his
knee up, caught Preston in the groin.
Preston roared, going limp. Peter sank
his foot into the doctor’s soft belly and
kicked. Preston soared backwards and
crashed over the table, outspread arms
scattering a dozen bottles and cannisters
into the air. A metal tin of alcohol ruptured and a pool of fire radiated outwards from the smouldering cigarette.
Preston clawed to his feet, cringing
back from the heat, his arms clasped
around his midsection. His features were
distorted by agony and. faintly illuminated by the blue flames. He groaned,
sank to his knees, and rocked back and
forth, spitting blood and saliva. The pale
fire spread, a wastebasket ignited, and
the now-orange flames painted harsh
shadows on the doctor’s face. His dark
hair stood in two ruffled knots like a
pair of satanic horns.
Peter was shaking violently. The
weight of the pistol in his hand had
grown tremendously in the past few
seconds and he dropped his arm loosely.
He shuddered and looked spellbound at
the moaning and coughing form on the
floor.
“Y want to hurt you, Preston,’ he
hissed. “I want you to feel some of the
pain you’ve caused. I want your mind
to grow inflamed and your soul rot.”

He gasped jerkingly. “I'll come back
someday. And then I'll kill you. It may
not be tomorrow nor the next day. But
someday, some year, I’ll be back. And
Tll_ kill you.” He staggered away,
mounted the window sill, and fell to

the ground. The night closed oppressively in on him and he ran down the
street, sobbing and cursing...
¥*

*

¥

The group sighed and settled back to
its cups of coffee. My own had gotten

cold and I pushed it away. “Quite a
story,” I complimented, “but it leaves
some things untied. What happened to
Peter and his son? And what happened
to the doctor?”
The man at my side seemed to smile

slightly. “Doctor Preston was killed in
a car accident about a year ago. Some
say it was suicide, others say his brakes
were jimmied. Who knows? As for
Peter’s son...” the man inclined his
head towards the boy in the booth,

“... that’s him there. A family in town
adopted him and tried to keep everything a secret, but I guess kids have
a way of finding out things. The boy
learned the truth during the inquest
for Preston’s death and s’been pretty
miserable since.”
The man rearranged himself on the
stool. “We guys try to help him out
when we can. He ain’t never known his
daddy. Peter ran off and was never

heard of again. The police looked for a
time, but nobody tried too hard to find

him. I guess he sort of fell apart after
his wife’s death and all. Shame. Guess
he’d be a grown man by now.”

Things were quiet then. I paid for
my coffee, buttoned my coat, and bade
farewells to the group. I got to the door
and turned back for an instant. “You
say that doctor is dead now?”
“Yeah, he’s dead.”” The man smirked
mockingly. ‘May he rest in peace.”
I stepped out into the wind and snow,
started up my car, and got back on
the highway. About forty miles from
Brennansburg, I opened the glove compartment, pulled the gun out of there,
and threw it out. The rain stung my

face, but I left it open, shivering and
getting drenched. I had a long night’s
drive ahead of me.
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INNOVATIONS

FABULOUS FIASCO

(Continued from Page 5)

(Continued from Page 7)

The band went on a 77-city, cross-country tour and climaxed June 30, 1950, at
the world famous Hollywood Bowl where
more than 16,000 people gathered to
hear and applaud the “Innovations.”
Following the concert tour—in an effort to keep the nucleus of his orchestra
together until the next year’s tour—the
“kid” reformed his 20-piece dance band
and returned to Balboa where he played
the entire summer.
Because of the overwhelming success

much ado. “You’re not going to toast
with that, are you?”
Martin blinked unwittingly.
“One must toast in the true Bavarian
custom,” stated Griz and I nodded.
“But I don’t drink beer,’’ Martin murmured.
“Surely one glass will not be harmful,”
I prodded as Griz did things with a
series of bottles. ‘‘After all, it’s for the
cause of the Senior Farewell, Hello Unsuspecting Freshmen Dance.”
“Well ...’ Martin meditated a moment
and then drew himself erect. “Very well!
For the cause.’’ He lifted the glass Griz
handed him and slugged it down. Griz
handed him another of his Explorer Expresses, guaranteed to put the drinker
in orbit (one-fourth glass vodka, onefourth glass gin, one-half glass beer, and
a squirt of Sterno), and guided Martin
into the living room.
I was quietly drinking my beer in the
kitchen when Little Moe trotted in
through the back door, holding his wired
contraption. “Look, Alfie,” he said, “I’ve
got it working.”

of this venture, he realized a band could
still be successful in two media—dances
as well as concerts—with each medium
enhancing the other.
His realization was fully justified
when his second concert tour with “Innovations’” completed a_ nation-wide
itinerary the following year.
Now, of course, the kid is no longer a
kid. He is the “Dean of Modern Jazz.”
He fronts an 18-piece dance band down
the California coast at Balboa. This year
he bought the ballroom there and has
set it up as the “home base” for his
musical organization.
Through his fabulous career he has
helped many new musical personalit'es
get a start. Among the vocalists to sing
with his bands have been June Christy,
Chris Connors, Anita O’Day, and Ann
Richards.
All have gone to the top of their field
in recent years and now stand as monuments to the phenomenal heights that
the leader and his bands have achieved.
A vocal group called the “Four Freshmen” also owes its start to him.
So when you're traveling along the
California coast and you get the chance

“That’s nice,” I said.

of such songs as “The Peanut Vendor,”

“Yeah, listen,’’ Moe invited and pressed
some buttons. All I heard, which was
more than enough, was an ear-rupturing
scream. For a second, I thought Griz
had given Martin Martin another Explorer Express. Then, the scream faded
into a painful moan and Moe and I hurried into the living room.
The Dean was hopping around the
room, his hand clasped over his hearing
aid which was emanating black smoke.
He continued screaming and Little Moe
shoved his portable transmitter under
the nearest table. “Wrong frequency,”
he apologized.
Dedicated Miss Schoederly came to

or “Artistry in Rhythm” and realize that

the Dean’s help with a large fishbowl

this is the music of STAN KENTON
AND HIS ORCHESTRA.

and dumped it on his venerable head.
The fishbowl stuck and the Dean’s

to stop to do a little dancing or just a
little listening you may hear the notes
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screams were a gargle as he gazed at
the goldfish swimming around his nose.

“Save him! He’s drowning!”’ Miss Schoederly screeched.
“Davy Crockett to the fore!” howled
Martin Martin gleefully and shattered
the bowl with a well-aimed floor lamp.
The Dean sank to oblivion, a somewhat
puzzled look on his otherwise blank face.
Miss Schoederly saw her chief go down
and flung herself at Martin Martin. “You
beast!” she roared and leaped on Martin.

“Raided! You mean by the police?”
“Yes. And everybody who didn’t get
out the windows is at the station house,
now.”
“The Dean, too?”
“IT think,” answered Griz as we ran
hellbent towards the train depot, ‘‘the
Dean is going to be held on the grounds
of inciting a riot.”
So that’s it. Goodbye forever, dear
Garnet U.

Which was a mistake because of Martin’s
condition and the two of them collapsed
on the carpet. The body guards had a
fleeting glimpse of Miss Schoederly tear-

WINNING SEASON

ing out Martin’s hair and moved in to

rate squad. That is, we haven’t had the
material until this year. This year I’m
sure that we can have a team of which
the school will be proud. But at least
give me a chance to prove what I say.
After 15 years, that’s the least you
can do.”
I stood there while Danton eyed me
coldly. It seemed like he were just weighing the chances of my telling the truth.
I pleaded and begged with my eyes for
just one more chance. I had to make
it! How else would I be able to support
my family. Emily and Jim were the only
things I had in the world that were
worth anything. And Jim was starting
at Remington this year. I had to stay!
Finally James Danton turned to the
rest of the men around him. They
gathered around and began to argue. I
could do nothing but try to gain a word
here and there, but I just couldn’t see
who was winning. It seemed as if Danton

save their boy. In the process, one of
them tripped against Boronski’s dancing
partner and they too joined the Dean,
Miss Schoederly, and Martin Martin on
the floor. Such conduct seemed unbecoming to Boronski and he began scattering anyone in reach. I found myself

with a mouth full of desert boots and
felt myself floating peacefully away
with visions of sugar plums in my head.
I woke up with Griz dragging me
hurriedly down the street. I staggered
to my feet and, allowing myself to be
led along, asked, “What has happened,

old friend?”
“Too much,”
leaving town.”

Griz stated.

“We are

“Leaving town!?” The proposition
astonished me. “Just before the crowning of our boy Boronski as king? I
should say not!”

“T don’t think there is going to be a
king,’ Griz said sadly, then added, “and
I don’t think there is going to be a
dance, either.”
I stared at Griz as we hustled down

(Continued from Page 8)

were on my side, but I wasn’t sure.
At last

they separated

and

James

Danton turned back to me.
“John, in view of the circumstances,
and the fact that for the most part your

the street.
“In fact,” said he, “I don’t even think

record has been good here, the board

we have a Dean.”
I pulled up short. “What the heck is
going on here?’”’ I demanded.
Griz swallowed nervously. “The party
was raided.”

has decided to give you the chance you
have asked for. You will have this one
season to show us what you can do. If
we believe that it is satisfactory, we
may reconsider our decision concerning
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the renewal of
we will have
original plans.
had to discuss

your contract. Otherwise,
to go through with our
I believe that is all we
so all I can say is, good

luck.”
As the words sank in, I could feel the
tension leave me. I had a chance! A
chance? If the team worked out the way
they should, it would be a cinch!
As I walked down the steps of the
administration building, I mulled over
the different prospects in my mind. I
had a fair team left over from last year,
but Jim was the ace in the hole that I
was counting on. Ever since Jim had
been able to crawl, I had taught him
basketball. Now my son was ready to
show the world what he could do. And
this was just when I needed him.
The flapping of wings brought me back
to the shadowed floor of the gym.I remembered again what had happened just
two short days ago. Oh God, if only they
hadn’t given me that last chance. If only
they had fired me then. If only...
But they hadn’t.
As the team practiced, my hopes rose
higher and higher. Jim was even better
than I had dared hope. It seemed as if
he could do anything. He could shoot
from any spot on the court, he could
drive harder than any college guard I
have ever seen. And that isn’t all. Although he was only six feet two inches
tall, he could jump on even terms with
any other man on the squad. In practice he was good. Now all that remained
was to find out how he was in a game.
The first game of the season was a
warm-up with Johnstown Tech. Did I
say warm-up? That wasn’t the word for
it. I pulled the first team in the third
quarter. By that time they had run up
a 75-50 advantage. But what really
warmed my heart was the fact that Jim
had thirty of those 75 points.
Our next two games ran along in
about the same pattern and we had no
trouble in any of them. It wasn’t until
our fourth game that we actually ran

into any competition.
Adler State, the arch-rival of Remington, was being touted far and wide as
the best team in the state. They had
played two more games than we had
and werea little smoother than we were,
but I was sure that we could take it.
The first half was a real battle, all
the way down to the wire. It wasn’t
until the closing minute that Adler managed to put on a burst of speed and pull
into a 32-27 half-time advantage. As I
went into the locker room, I noticed that
there wasn’t any of the horseplay that
had taken place during ahy of tne previous games. Over in one corner I saw Jim
with a tight expression on his face. He
had played fair ball during the first
half, but I could see that he wasn’t
satisfied. I started to go over to talk
to him, but changed my mind when the
referee stuck his head in the door and
warned us of the time. As Jim passed
me on the way to the floor, his face
had a look of grim determination.

As soon as the ball was tipped off
in the second half, Jim turned into a
flashing dervish. He seemed to he everywhere. He harried and confused the Adler
guards so much that they began to make
wild passes. And then, to add insult to
injury, he began to shoot, and when I
say shoot, I mean shoot. It appeared
impossible for him to miss. His shots,
as light as feathers, floated up to the
basket from every point of the compass
and nestled into the net. Gradually, being constantly harrassed by Jim, the
Adler team fell apart. It only took 10
minutes by the clock. Only 10 minutes
to wreck a good team. In those 10 minutes, the snarling Cougars from Adler
were transformed into a set of mewing
kittens.
The final score was 60-40. Of those

60 points, Jim had scored 30. My cup
of joy was full.
The next day, the sportscasters raved.
At every newsstand, the newspapers
blared in big, bold, black type, SOPHO-
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MORE SENSATION STARS FOR REMINGTON. Meanwhile, I sat back in my
office and gloated over the way the
athletic committee had sent me congratulations. This was my year.
By the middle of the season, Jim was
being touted by many of the prominent
sportswriters as a sure All-American.
And why not? He was in the running
for the top scorer in the nation, our
team was undefeated, and from all the
indications, as long as Jim was with us,
we were going to stay that way. Oh
how rosy the world seemed to me. Everything was my oyster, just for the picking. And then the bubble broke.
Very few people knew about it the
first time it happened. I guess the reason for that is that it happened during
a closed practice the team was holding
in preparation for the game with Ridgetown City. They were one of our traditional rivals and could usually be
counted on to give a game scrap, so we
were developing a new offense for them.
Jim was bringing the ball down the
floor, just as he always did, and was
getting ready to set up the new play.
Just as he crossed the 10-second line,
he suddenly stumbled. Catching himself,
he reeled on for another step, then
slumped to the floor.
As soon as I saw him on the floor,
I dashed from the sidelines. Right behind me was Joey, the team trainer.
Reaching his side, we both checked over
him, but could find nothing wrong. Joey
looked up at me, puzzled for a moment.
Then, laying Jim’s head back on the
floor, he ran over to the medicine kit
which we had left on the bench. Rumaging through it for a minute, he finally

came up with a vial of ammonia, which
he brought back out with him. Breaking
the glass tube, he waved it under Jim’s
nose. In a few seconds, he stirred,
coughed, and feebly tried to rise.
“What happened?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” gasped Jim. “I was
dribbling down the floor and something

hit me in the side. Everything started
spinning around and it got dark, and...
and that’s all I remember.”
I looked over at Joey, but I could tell
by the expression on his face that he
didn’t know what had happened.
Finally, his stumbling voice broke
into my thoughts.

“Maybe he’s just been practicing too
hard. He’s just tired out.”
Joey’s voice gave me a straw to grasp
at, and, like a drowning man I clutched

it.
“Sure ... sure, that’s what it is.”
Turning back to Jim, I said, “Jim, you
take the rest of the day off. Go on home
and get some rest. Joey, give him a good
rubdown before he leaves. It'll do him
good.”
Then, looking around, I saw that the
rest of the team had gathered in a tight
circle around us.

“All right,” I said. “What do you
think this is, a holiday? We’ve got a
game tomorrow. Let’s get some hustle.
Jack, you take Jim’s place. Now let’s
drive!”
The next night, I kept Jim on the
bench for the first part of the game.
We weren’t supposed to have a whole
lot of trouble with Ridgetown so I
thought that it would be best to let Jim
get all the rest he could.
The game started out according to all
expectations and we took an early lead,
even without Jim. But then, about midway in the first half, Ridgetown caught
fire. They hammered away at our lead
until, finally, just before the half, they
tied it up, 32-all.
When I started Jim in the second half,
most of the spectators, and myself included, figured it would only be a matter
of minutes until the Ridgetown team

would fall apart. Everybody knew it
would happen.
There was only one flaw in the plan,
nobody told the Ridgetown team. They
had tasted blood in the first half, and
now they wanted more. Jim and the rest
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of the team played like fiends, but the
stubborn team from across the state
hung on like a set of tenacious bulldogs.
Jim played his heart out, and it was
finally his driving lay-up in the last 10
seconds that gave us the victory, 71-69.
As the team straggled off the floor,
I noticed that Jim was holding his side
again, but before I could get to him,
the Ridgetown coach called me over to
him.

I had just sat down when Joey came
rushing out of the dressing room. Running over to me, he had time only to

whisper three words before he flew up
into the stands, looking for Dr. Jackson,
our team doctor. But those three words
sent me flying into the dressing room
as soon as I could get there.
Just inside the door lay Jim. Lying
the way he did, so pale and still, at first
I thought he was dead. But I could feel
a slight pulse in his wrist which reassured me.
About a minute after I had come in,
Dr. Jackson came through the door. As
soon as he saw Jim, he opened his bag
and got out his stethoscope. I moved
back to give him room to work in and
he gave him a quick check up.
As he finished, he looked up at me,

a puzzled expression on his face.
“Has this sort of thing ever happened before. I mean, recently ?”
I told him about the occurrence at
practice the day before, and he bent back
over him. Finally he got up and turned
to me.
“T ean’t

find anything outwardly
wrong with him. I’m afraid that he’ll
have to have a more thorough check

than I can give him here. Meanwhile,
I’m afraid that he will be better off in
a hospital.”

“A hospital? Why doc, what’s wrong
with him? Is it that serious?”
“T’m afraid it may be. But we won’t

tell you if we find anything.”
I watched him walk out the door and
turned back to Jim. In the distance I
could hear the sound of the sirens as
the ambulance raced toward us.
Joey and I helped the attendants get
him into the ambulance. I rode on to
the hospital with him, but, since he
awoke on the way and the intern told
me that everything would be all right,
I went on home and spent a sleepless

night.
Early the next morning I went back
out to the hospital. Dr. Jackson was
already there by the time I arrived. He
was standing by Jim’s bed as I walked
in. In his hand were some X-rays. He
turned to face me as I walked in.
“T’ve been waiting for you. I’m afraid
that I’ve got some bad news for you
both. According to these X-rays, I’m
afraid that Jim has an enlarged heart
vessel. It doesn’t sound too bad, but in
Jim’s case, it is. You see, every time
that he gets over-exerted, he gets too
much blood in the enlarged vessel. In
the strain of a basketball game, it could
mean that the walls of the heart would
have so much pressure on them that
they may rupture. I’m afraid that that
would cause death.”
With each word that the doctor spoke,
I could feel the knot of fear in my
stomach grow.

“You mean that Jim won’t be able to
play basketball any more?”
“No, not necessarily. You see, this
condition can be cured if it is treated
with rest, absolute rest. If he stays off
his feet for a while, he may be able to
go back and play again.”
“But how long would it be? This
season ?”

The doctor looked at me pityingly. .
“That would depend on how long it
takes Jim to heal. It may be two months

know until I’ve had a chance to check

or it may be two years. I’m afraid that
I would have to judge on that when I —

into the case more thoroughly. Come

see how well he gets along.”

out to the hospital tomorrow and I'll

As I left the doctor’s office, I tried
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to figure out just what had happened.
Jim was off the team! But the whole
team was built around Jim! Now what
would happen?
I needn’t have wondered. I soon
enough found out. Our next game was
supposed to be a breather. And it would
have been too, if Jim had been in the
line-up. But he wasn’t. The final score
was 60-53 with Remington on the wrong
end.
The rest of the season ran mostly
along in the same vein. Oh the boys
fought. They fought their hearts out, but
they just didn’t have the scoring punch
that Jim had given them.
The end of the season was approaching, and we had only one more game
left, the one with our old rival, Adler
State. There was much more riding on
that game than just a win ora loss.
Our losing slump had enabled Adler to

have known that you would, anyway.
Well, my mission is accomplished so I
guess I will have to be going. Best of
luck on Friday night.”
As he walked out the door, I felt sick.
Maybe the title would sew up the contract renewal, but we didn’t have a
chance.
It was about this time that another

pull into a tie for first place with us

few seconds at the end. I’d really appreciate it.”

for the conference title. Therefore, the
winner would be declared the conference
champion. There was only one drawback,
without Jim we didn’t have a chance to
win.
It was about two days before the
game that James Danton came up to my
office again. He came in and sat down.
For a few minutes he spoke noncommitally about the weather and other
various subjects while I waited for him
to bring up the reason for his visit.
Finally, he got down to business.
“Well, John, what do you think of
your chances in the game with Adler?
I mean, do you think you can win it,
or do you think that you just don’t have

knock sounded.
“Come in,’ I said.
I was slightly surprised when I saw
Jim come in the door. I had known
that he was supposed to have seen the
doctor that afternoon, but I didn’t think
he would be through so soon.

“Dad, I. ..I came up to ask you if
it would be all right to dress for the
last game. I mean, well, I’d like to spend
a little more time with the guys. Besides,
the doctor said that I was coming along
fine. Maybe I could even get in for a

here to tell you that the committee is

I should have had the sense to say
no, I should have refused him right
there and then. But I didn’t. Oh, if only
I had. If only I had.
Friday night came all too soon. I sat
on the sidelines, Jim at my side, and
watched one of the gamest fights an
underdog team ever made. I saw them
fight with their hearts out, but slowly
and surely, Adler pulled out. I looked
up in the stands and saw Danton sitting
there with two or three of the committee members. With them was a young
man I had never seen before. But I knew
his name. Chuck Allenby, one of the up
and coming young coaches in the country.
MY REPLACEMENT! The realization
hit me all of a sudden. For a second I
sat there, dazed.
Jim, at my side, suddenly turned to

still undecided about your renewal of

me.

contract. But I’m pretty sure that the

“Dad, please let me go in. I’m feeling
fine, I’m well. There’s nothing wrnog
with me. You‘ve got to do it. We can
win the game if you'll only let me try.
Please, Dad, please.”

the right men for the job. Now don’t
get me wrong, I’m not trying to get any

inside information. Actually I’m just up

conference title would decide the matter
once and for all. I just thought that you
might like to know so that you'll try
your best in the big game. But I should
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I looked at Jim sitting there, then
looked back up at Allenby. The daze
still held. Numbly, I nodded, I nodded
my head YES.I sent him in.
As Jim started in, I reached to stop
him. Then I looked back up at Allenby
again, and dropped my hand.
Nothing happened much for the first
few minutes. Jim had been out of action
for two months and the inaction had
hurt him. There were only about 10
minutes to play when he finally began
to move. The spark came when Vern
Marx, their star guard, tried to go
around Jim. As quick as the flicking of
a cat’s paw, the ball was gone. Jim got
a one step lead on Verne, and that’s all

he needed.
From that moment on, Jim played
like a man possessed. He didn’t run from
one end of the court to the other, he
flew. His hands were covered with glue
and passes seemed to be pulled into his
arms like bees are pulled to honey. His
arms seemed to be made of India rubber, stretching unbelievably to snatch
rebounds from the groping hands of the
Cougars. His shots were pulled to the
basket like metal filings are pulled to a
magnet.
The crowd at Sadowski Fieldhouse sat
stunned for 10 minutes as they watched
the greatest exhibition of basketball

ever put on in the memory of man.
From the 15-point deficit at half time,
Jim brought it back until, with about
1:40 left in the game, he tied it on a

25-foot jumpshot.
Adler passed the ball in, and Jim
jumped them. He yelled, leaped, slapped.
feinted, harrassed, and harried each ball
handler until, with 30 sconds left, a badly
flustered guard let fly an ill-timed pass.
Remington ball!
Glen Richards, the other guard opposite Jim, threw it in. Jim, glancing
at the clock, decided to wait for the

his drive from the right side of the
floor. Between him and the goal stood
two Cougar men, determined to stop him,
at any cost.
As the first man came at him, Jim
feinted to the left, suddenly spun and
twisted back. The second man leaned to

block the shot just as the gun went off.
For a few seconds the ball teetered on
the rim. Then, reluctantly, dropped in.
The ball game was over.
A tidal wave of sound swept from the

stands as the delirious students let loose
their pent-up joy. I don’t suppose any
of them saw Jim fall to the floor after
the shot. Jack Weems, standing right behind him, caught him before he hit.
As I rushed to his side, the icy
clutches of terror ripped at my heart.
We carried him into the dressing room
and laid him on the bench just as the
doctor rushed in.
Bending over Jim, he hurriedly felt
for his pulse. He searched frantically
for a few seconds, then shook his head
pityingly.
Numb, I stood there as he took the

blanket we had used as a pillow for
his head, and spread it over him. It
didn’t strike me at first what he was
doing, but when it did, I shook my head
unbelievingly.
“NO ... NO. He’s not .. . he can’t
be...” The words tore from my throat
like the sobs they were. Turning, I staggered into the cage. I didn’t even hear
them as they carried him out to the
ambulance.
The rafters of the darkened fieldhouse
carried another sound now. Muffled, yet
echoing faintly, the sobs tore through
the still shadows, and left in their wake,
the remnants of a man’s last effort.

PUPPY LOVE
(Continued from Page 13)

last shot. He worked the ball around

was a hammer-like punch which landed

until there was about 10 seconds left
then started for the shot. He started

below Art’s left ear. He fell to the floor
as if he had been hit by a sledge. Harvey
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was on top of him beating him in the
face.
“Harvey, get off of him,” I yelled.
My words had no effect. Harvey kept
hitting the unconscious form. I stepped
in and tried to pull Harve off Art. He
backhanded me in the stomach. It hurt
but I was too excited to realize it. If
Harvey didn’t stop I knew he’d kill Art.
I got behind Harvey, and with my hands
cupped, I brought both palms down hard
on his ears. His body stiffened, then
dropped slowly to the floor like a dead

leaf.
Mac had done nothing up to this point.
After Harvey had fallen, he went to his
locker and brought out a familiar bottle.
My mind was working fast. As Mac was
about to pour some liquor down Harvey’s throat, I yelled, “Hold it Mac;

don’t do that.”
“Why? Whose side are you on?” he

asked.
“Give me the bottle,’ I more or less
demanded. I’ll explain later. When Harve
wakes up take him into the latrine and
give him a cold shower. I'll take care
of Brady.”
I took the bottle from Mac and walked
over to Art. I poured a little down Art’s
throat.
“What are you wasting my good liquor
on that bum for?’ Mac screeched.
“Later, Mac,’ I said, pouring the
fluid on Grady’s shirt front. Art smelled
of beer already, but I wanted to make
sure. He started to come to, coughing.
His face, which I noticed for the first
time, looked as though somebody took

a meat tenderizer to it. I didn’t feel
sorry for him because I figured he’d
had it coming.
“Grady,” I said shaking him. “Grady
can you hear me?”

He looked up at me and didn’t say a
word. He just nodded.
“I’m going to tell you something,” I
told him, ‘‘and I’m only saying it once.
Then I’m going to get the Duty Officer.
You had what happened to you coming.

Grady, you were lucky. You could get
killed tripping over a foot locker like
that. You know what I mean?”
Art knew what I meant, and he just
shook his head.
“Listen, Art! You’re no good and you
know it. If you don’t tell the D. O. it
happened just like I want you to, Ill
make sure you get yours. If Harvey gets
it, you get it.”
“How wise guy?” he spat out between
his bleeding lips.
“You’re married, aren’t you, Art?”
His eyes opened wider. “You’re over
twenty-one, too. You’ve been cheating
on your wife, and I know that would
be easy to prove. The question that
presents itself is, how old are the girls?
Like I said before, you were lucky you
only took a little tumble. Why you might
have gotten into a real accident driving
back like you did, in your condition.” He
couldn’t help but smell the booze.
I smiled at him and said, “I’m going
for the Officer. Think over what I said.”
While we, or I should say I, was talking, Harvey came around and Mac had
taken him to the showers. I followed
them after I finished with Art. As I
entered the latrine Mac asked, ‘How
are we going to keep Harvey in the

clear?”
I looked at Harvey and bit my lip. “TI
think I’ve taken care of that.” I turned
and walked out after speaking, and
headed for the B.O.Q. to get the Duty
Officer.
Mac and I were eating breakfast in

the Mess Hall the following morning
and we overheard the Mess Sergeant
talking to the first cook.
“Charlie,” called the sergeant.‘‘ Where’s
Grady ?”
“The First Sergeant told me Grady

got

drunk

and tripped over a foot

locker last night,” replied the cook.
Mac looked at me and grinned from
ear to ear.
“How’s your eggs, Mac?” I asked.
“Terrible, terrible,’’ he smiled.

ug,

my charms,
sweetcyuthia
By CRISPIN HODGE
Like lovers wearied with their woodland walks
Who dally by a brook till twilight falls,
So have I given way to passions’ flood.
Faithless girl! She left me once this scarf,
Beloved pledge, that now I would redeem.
Alas, no patient creditor am I!
The sun can harden mud and soften wax.
Thus multipotent is my love for her.
Then, Amaryllis, pour the incense on!
Bring, my charms, sweet Cynthia

From the town to me.
Magic plants and grasses green have I
With which a man can turn into a wolf,
Or make the dead from death to rise.
Magic threads of many shades I twist
Round about a statuette of her.
Bonds of Venus may then come to be!
Bring, my charms, sweet Cynthia
From the town to me.

Enough, O Amaryllis! Take away
These worthless cinders. Thyself, begone!
For nothing have your foolish charms availed.
But wait! I hear a step upon the path.
The dog is barking. Is it really she?
Or has my passion painted me a dream?
Cease, my charms! For Cynthia
Has come home to me.

(From Eclogue VIII of Virgil)
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